The Safety Catch
the playing-fields of Eton, he could stay out of such vital events no
longer. Without instructing his men as to which side, if any, they
were to reinforce, he bade them follow him, and in a moment they,
too, were swallowed up in the crowd, pushing their way towards
the platform, and getting the aftermath of the rage of a now-pre-
pared citizenry, who had come to believe that everyone under
thirty should be painfully done away.
The strictly non-partisan, the philanthropists of the Barelands,
Toni and George and their colleagues looked on. George's sole
concession to the stirring nature of the occasion was to lift his
bowler slightly and set it firmly on his head again, whereafter he
waited unmoved, his moustache waggling slightly as he sniffed
from time to time. He knew that peace follows war, and need
succeeds effort. There would be a boom in trade in due course.
There was a boom, more swift and radical than George foresaw.
Tom was delighted. This was politics as understood in Italy. He
had not believed the cold English could rise to such heights and he
loved them the more for the revelation. He jogged up and down in
his bright cart till it swayed on its wheels, and he cried, "Garibaldi
should be 'ere. This is liberta!"
The battle of Westhampton rolled to and fro, and split up into
minor actions. John and Mr. Trumper simultaneously took off
their coats, and turning to one another cried, "Hold my coat,"
grinned, dropped their coats and sprang down from the platform.
Now Mr. Bliss and his men were divided from the Panthers by a
few scattering citizens.
"Charge!" yelled Mr. Wire, and went in, head down and fists
ready. He and Joe made a beeline for Mr. Bliss. The three hundred
Panthers of Peace went into action less like angels than Ghurkas.
All over the ground, enthusiastic individuals pummelled others,
regardless of side and costume. A middle-aged clergyman, waving
an admonitory umbrella and exhorting to peace and order was
swept away in the white waves of Mr. Wire, looking for a moment
like black flotsam ere he vanished beneath the tide, a protestant
umbrella piercing the turbulent surface as he went.
Like all battles, it had its strange contacts and revelations. One of
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